THE DEUX-VILLES THEATRE

"Very well that's understood, my dear friend, Friday at eigiit o'clock,
for sure/' said Wilner and hung up.

"The little Sandoval, yes/' he thought, "I've never slept with her,"
He went to a little wooden file containing a card-index, looked among
the cards, and brought out one with the letter S. He read:

I2th December 1908. Dined with the Duchesse de Giverny. The
little Sandoval> so, has just married Jules SandovaL Pretty3 in-
telligent, dark. Wearing a sea-green dress and a necklace of
topazes. Told her not to wear ear-rings, that ears were intended
to be naked ...

The card had another entry, dated 1913, and still another in fresher
ink, dated 1924. The old seducer kept in his wooden box notes on
nearly eight hundred women who either had or had not been his mis-
tresses, notes which covered half a century of Parisian and European
life.

Before going out to dinner in Paris, having always carefully enquired
who the other guests were to be, he consulted his card-index, And
Friday week, after coffee, he would lead Ines Sandoval into a corner
and his gargoyle-like mouth would pour over the poetess the quasi-
. miraculous water of his carefully preserved recollections.

"The first time we met," he would say, "was at dear Gecile de
Giverny's, yes indeed. Yes, twenty years ago, my dear. You were wear-
ing a sea-green dress, as soft as seaweed. Yes, of course I remember!
How could I forget? And I was profoundly disturbed by your ears.
And you were kind enough to take off for a moment the wonderful
jewels you were wearing so as to show me jewels still more marvellous
yet..."

Few women were able to resist the intoxication of such homage.
Conscientiously Wilner looked under the letter D. He found the records
of several dead women. But nothing about Sylvaine.

"There, that's what comes of despising girls who aren't duchesses,"
he thought, furious with himself, as he returned to the table.

VI

Dinner had been cleared away, the bridge-table folded up, and the
butler had disappeared into the depths of the temple. Only the occa-
sional passing of a car in the street reminded Sylvaine of the proximity
of her fellows.

Wilner took her hand, and suddenly said pathetically: "My child, I
need you. You must help me to commit suicide."

In his deep voice he wove a net of thick ropes about his prisoner,
sometimes using the shuttle of happiness and sometimes that of despair,
groaning of his excessive fame and the genius which condemned him to